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Tlje t3Mory of 

Thouhaft rcdccitied thy loft opinion. 

And ftiewd thou makeft fome tender of my life. 

In this faire refcue thou haft brought to me. 

PrtKce.O God, they did me too much injury, ' 

That ever fiid, I hcarkncd to your death : 

If it were fo, I might have let alone 
The infiilting hand of over you. 

Which would have been as fpcedy in your end, 

Asall the poyfbnous potions in the world, 

And lav’d the trecherons labour of your Sonne. 

King. Make up to Clifton^ i’lc to ^.Nicholas Gotofej, Exit. 

Enter -Hot fpttr. 

Ji ot. If I miftakc not, thou art Harry Monmouth ? 

f mcf.Thoufpeakft, as if I would deny my name. 

Hot.y\y name is Harry Percy. 

Pme^.Why then I fee a very valiant Rebell of that name. 

I am the'T^iw^ of ; and thinke not, Twy, 

To fhare with me in glory any more ; ■ 

Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Spheare. 
Norcan one £«^4i»isibrookc adoubleraigne, 

OkHarry Percy, zwj^tyiQPrinceoiWales^. 

/i/ot.Nor IhallitH^rry :forthchouce iscomc, 

To end the one ofus -and would to God, 

Thy name in Armes, were now as great as minel 

Prince. V\c make itgreater,e’ re I part from thee. 

And all thy budding Honours on thy Creft 
riecrop, to make a Garland for my head,. 

ATor.1 can no longer brooke thy vanities. 

They fight. Enter Ealfiafe^ 

Ea/f.WeW faid,f/^,to it,H<?/.Nay,you fhall findc no Foyes 
play heerc, I can tell yoUi 

Enter D owglas • he fights with Faifiajfe, he fals ^nees 
if he were dead, the Prince fiilleih Percy, . 

Hot.Oh Harry, thouhaft rob’d me of my youth : 

I better brooke the lofle of brittle life, 

I’hen thofe proud Titles thouhaft won ofme. 

They wound my thoughts worfe then the fword my ^ ^ 


Henry the Fourth, 

But thought’s the ftave of lifc,and lif e, times foole, 

AndTimethat takes furvey of all the world, 

Mufthaveaftop. O/Icouldprophefie, 

But Aat the Earth,and cold hand ofDeath 
Lies on my tongue : no Percy , thoirart duft, 

^^rince. 'for Worms,brave Perty. fare thee well,great heart, 
111 weav’d ambition : Iiow much art thou fhrunke ? 

When tliat this body did containe a fpirit, 

AKingdomefor it, was toofmall abound. 

But now two paces of the vileft Earth, 

Is roome enough, this ekrth that beares thee dead , 

Bcares not alive fo ftouta Gentleman. 

If thou wert fenfible of courtefie, 

I Ihould not make fo great a fhe w of zealc j 
at let my favours hide thy mangled face, 

And even in thy behalfe, i’le thanke my felfe 
Por doing theie faire titea jaf tendetneffir.—, — 

Adieu , and take thy praife with thee to Heaven> 

■ Thy ignominy fleepe with thee in the grave. 

But not remembred in thy Epitaph. 

He (jiieth Falfiaffe on the ground. 

What, old acquaintance , could not a ll this flefb 
KeepeTtralittlc life ? poor lacke farewell j 
I could have better Ipar’d a better man;, 

©,I ihould have a heavy mifle of thee. 

If I were much in love with vanity p 
Death hath not ftrooke fo faire a Deere to day, - 
Though many dearer in this bloody fray, 
Imboweldwilllfcetheeby andby,. • ‘ 

Till theiyn bloodby noble Percy ly . 

Palfiajfie rife up, 

F<?^Jmboweld ? ifthouimbowell me to day, i’legiveyou • 
leave to powder me,and eate me too to morro w. Zloud,’twas 
time to counterfeit, or that hot Termagant had pay d me 

feot and lot too. Counterfeit?! am no counterfeit •• to die is to 
be a counterfeit, for he is but the counterfeit of a'man, who 
hath not the life of a^man ;but to counterfeit dying, when a man 

K 3 therSby. 





